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Jason Jarvis Self-conscious

Judith Boogaart When I 5

I was once a perfect poem
single-theme rhymed sold a product
Then one day I woke up and Oh there's much more to be
I could be a poem
about a cloud
pillowing gliding running against the sun
and I could rain over the ad execs
who wrote me
and I am.
I could be a poem
about a tree-swing by the lake
jump on autumn afternoon gold amber Splash
Tarzan or Jane or someone new
little Joe trembling heavy feet sweat shiver-spine
Go from the chorus
I am little Joe Campbell jumping the first time
hero
and I am.
I could be a poem
about anything I please
imperfect
I'm free
It's a power I'll waste
because 1 can
I'm not what 1 was
and never again will I
end myself with
Bunna Shave.

I noticed the strangest things
The night I told you good-bye.
It was raining, the sky spitting
Large scattered drops down on us.
You didn't put the wipers on at fir!
So in the twilight at 55 miles per t,
I saw the raindrops like transparell
Round silver bugs chase each othe
Up the windshield of your '67 Fore
And hop up onto its roof.

I noticed the silence, of course.
Not that you ever talked a lot,
But when we used to walk hand in
On the beach, the silence was com

We caught up to a train rumbling,
The tracks which paralleled the hi
And it seemed the trees flew past
Between car and train while
Both stood still-another illusion
On this strange night, like thinkin
It would be easy to leave you,
To never again see your boyish fa(
Framed with thick black hair
Or the )mile in your blue eyes.

Turning at the crossroads, we wail
For the train, and I counted 72 Cal
Wheels badoom-badooming over 1
In time to the heavy thud of my h(
I wondered how to tell you,
When you'd come all this way,
And felt as if I were swallowing VI
As I tried to get the words out.

Strange, then, that I didn't notice
How much I was hurting, too, or I
That years later I would still reme
Your stricken eyes and trembling
And wonder if you hated meOr never thought of me at all.
6.amaranthus

